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(untitled drawing) by Ann Munroe 















































































Yesterday offers us memories. 



The fitimrnidw, h>y Aeschylus. 































Costumes by Pam Cox and Wendy Eastman 
Set design and photographs 
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Views of a Neurotic Contemplating The Mysteries of The Marsh 
Through a Warped Window 


1 



The haunting music 

* sounding in 



























the murky elusiveness of 
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ARCADES AMBO: SPLENDIDE MENDAX 


rain/wind a change 
for better/worse 
it was a fine day for conspiracy 
and with maniacal screams 
we rode up the road 
and home: 
classic deception 
delightfully controlled 
mind and body intricately 
bound to a blindfolded 
existential factor 
on a short cut to . . . 
but wait — finem respice 
: consider the end 
truth cannot be told 
but must be perceived 
(even if it was not true 
— it was well conceived) 
so — 

come with us the long ride home 

come with us — 

tw ? o rascals: nobly untruthful 
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The days have sought their own in singing 
Songs in sweeter tones than I 
For 1 have spent the season fasting 
With Magdaline and sandwine 
Others sought in neighbors houses 
I alone in the desert sought 
The bloody stairway to bloody knowledge 
Drinking hot wine new from the skin 
1 am the key. I have the knowledge 
That breeds life despite impassioned time 
Unlike cold words dead in the tome 
My violence breeds violence breeds life 
in the blood. 

In the blood, in the beauty, in the heat of 
my passion 

1 live, still flowing, still hot like that wine. 
Even as lived the Magdaline, 

The maenad lives I. 


susan roberts 




















And all the early wet-grey mornings 
that I couldn’t remember 
who I was or 
what was 
in my eyes 
but sleep, 

I know now. 
You are a jackal; 
You humiliate me. 
But I don’t care 
Anymore; 

I love you. 

I sing songs to you. 

laugh. 

Only 
Others 
make 
one 
real 
alive 

Others with 
compassion in their 
hearts and now the fear of 
everyone everyday has turned into 
compassion and now I make sense. 


Today I sang songs to the jackals 
I was one once 
Yes, Yes I was! 

But now I make sense— 

I make the jackals 


bev jamieson 
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NIGHT COMES 


Night comes, 

A player introduced by the sun’s rosy glow. 

Night comes, 

With its clouds and stars and moon and breezes 
Like a medicine man with his bag of tricks. 

Night comes, 

With its fears and darkness 
Bindlestiffs roaming, looking for plunder. 

Fear stalks at night. 

Not as a leopard, graceful murder, 

Fear stalks as little demons, 

Malaria-ridden mosquitoes, scorpions, leeches. 

Mean fears, small fears, petty fears, stalk. 

They taint the night — garbage burning, 

Dull the senses, scratch the nerves, 

A thousand fingernails across a thousand blackboards. 

Night comes, 

A motley menagerie of moth-ridden monsters 
—stuffed. 


oreta hinamon 











































Bitter flows the wine 


Rubied with my children’s bloods— 

Sons called Hope, Joy and Lies. 

Once I was a virgin who learned of man’s ways 
and from my lips came Lies 

who at my sinister stays. 

Once 1 was a call girl that some man taught of God 
and from my tongue came Hope 
who at my heels plods. 

And once 1 was a goat-child and 

sorrow was my name; 

The he-goat, Wisdom, took his Sorrow 

without shame. 

The womb was truly filled, 
and the belly grew ripe, 
and pregnant, I bore Joy 
to the demi-monde’s delight. 

Now to the earth returned are the fruits 

of woman’s ways. 

Now ruddy red libation pours-now white 
And the woman lays 
For the mounting and the waiting 
And the bloody labours’ fires. 

Truth’s circle turning, turns in birth, 

once more 
to die. 


susan roberts 

























THE BALLAD OF SIR JAMES 


Sir James rode through the fair green wood 
Upon his red-roan steed. 

He’s gone to meet his fair lady, 

The two, they were to wed. 

But as upon his red-roan steed. 

Upon it he did ride, 

Three bandits black betook themselves 
Into the broom to hide. 

And when Sir James came to the place, 

The place where they were hid, 

The bandits three leaped from their den 
And brave Janie’s fate undid. 

“Oh have you meat, or have you drink? 

Oh have you any wine?” 

“With you we’ll share your drink,” they said. 
“Good knight, with you we'll dine.’’ 

“1 have not meat, nor have I drink, 

I have not any wine. 

I will not drink with you,” he said. 

“With you 1 will not dine.” 

He lupped from his red-roan steed 
In hopes to make a stand; 

And from his sheath, he drew his sword 
To brave the brigand band. 

The first brigand— the tallest one, 

He slew’ with one fell stroke. 

The second died — but woe betide: 

His sword in two it broke. 

Then from behind him sneaked the third 
And pulled out his little pen-knife. 

With one quick thrust he cut James down 
And drained him of his life. 

Then riding on her milk-white steed 
His lady-fair came near. 

And spied a knight besmirched with blood, 
The one she held so dear. 

She lupped from her milk-white steed 
And ran to good Janie’s side; 

But as she wiped the tears away, 

She knew that he had died. 

Then she took out her little pen knife 
And plunged it to her side. 

With her next breath, she made sweet moan, 
And with the next, she died. 


laurie young 
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LATE AT NIGHT 


Late at night 

The lights make the sky as bright as day. 

Late at night 

Cars roar by like thunder in far distant skies, 
And the wind is fettered, weakened. 

The air is dry, lacking night’s special perfume. 
Late at night 

One should feel alone, 

Aloneness should permeate one’s soul 
—But here I am not alone— 

Only lonely, in every part and pore of myself. 
Late at night 

The wind brings no glad tidings to my soul. 
Late at night 

Far away from home. 

oreta hinamon 


INNOCENCE 

i was young 

and you were young 

and all the trees were hung 

with lacy leaves in a silvery breeze 

where we two lay each with his own soliloquies 

our minds were separate two formless tremors 

i the poet and you the dreamer 

mine was the soul that each man sees 

yours the one that ever flees 

\et from this farflung 

void those tremors met and clung 

and i was young 


barbara johnson 













































































Mosquito warm night 

birthday of the cricket-song, 
shades of I remember 
flit through my wandering mind, 
stopping occasionally 

to savor a tear 
or re-christen a smile. 

Green was the color then 
and now, 
of new leaves 

and grass 

and your eyes . . . 


jessica hughes 
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deborah gardner 
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VENUS RETHOUGHT 


her beauty they said 
was phenomenal 
and with a single smile 
or silken touch 
she could write the epitaph 
to a man’s destiny 
kisses temporal 

and enlightened 
she was infinite until 

tomorrow — and feared 
gentle they said 
gentle like a steel trap 


lm 































































GOLDENROD 


Goldcnrod grow in clumps that line the railroad tracks. 
Tiny buds of starburst yellow gaze intently from a long, willowy 
green stem. A seven legged brown spider was slowly spinning a 
taut silver web between two Goldenrod plants. The spider was 
dangling helplessly. He was struggling to hold his position against 
a strong gust of wind. 

anita stern 


Before the days of being sifted 

from that which I should have shunned, 

1 flew in circles above those things 

and waited till they almost died .... 

For my life 
For my time . . . 

Before I d soar to eat the heart out. 

(And I’d wake up hungry in the night 

Dreaming that there was no food for me.) 

So many things have run out 

until the strength is suckled from 
my breasts and I am drained, 

Left with no thoughts, no doings, no love — 
My compassion wasted as 

“wind in dry grass.” (T.S. Fliot) 


bev jamieson 



































A RIDDLE — THE LOOKING GLASS 


I cannot function except in relation to those around me. 
I am the essence of mutability. I have no control over my own 
nature. My character is formed by what I see. My lot is hard 
because i never know what I will become from one minute to the 
next. In me one may find love or hate, hope or despair, joy or 
pain, courage or fear, boldness or timidity, humor or sadness, 
security or loneliness. J have no life when I am alone; 1 live 
only when I am with others, and I am happiest when I can share 
another’s joy. My task is most difficult when I do not like what 
I see and can do nothing to change it, or when 1 pity what I see 
and can do nothing but ache in silent sympathy. 

I am Reality incarnate. Like a camera lens, I must reflect 
the world around me unflinchingly. For those who dare to look 
at me closely or even glance at me accidentally, I can capture, 
if only fleetingly, the momentary outward manifestation of inner 
truth. 


Virginia woods 




















































MORNING ARGOSY 


In the pregnant early hours 

Before the dreams have left my eyes, 

While the moon still shows in patches 

Behind appaloosa skies, 

I sift my thoughts in solitude, 

Shifting each one as I please . . . 

But each morning finds me catching 

Only fragments of my fleece. 

My fleece is not so golden now, 

Nor I, immortal any more, 

But the journey seems much sweeter 

Than it ever did before . . . 

Morning batters through the windows 
And shatters on the walls 
And the litany of alarm clocks 

Breaks the silence in the halls. 


c. meredythe vallee 
























































































growing my life 


to span what’s left of eternity 

the horizon is at both ends dark 
with muted lightning in between 
and clutching this stone 
which is myself 
so crudely weather worn 
i feel the microcosmic lives 
that i have lived 
and know the weight 
of what will come 
while polishing my stony self 
i see reflections: me as child 

I 

holding the dandylion weed 
to blow a wish 
change to ancient 
woman grown to sky 
rooted deep and want for seed 
romanticism is no more 
only the hard cold 
incomprehensible truth 
of my limitlessness 


lm 
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